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There were pert litde curtains with frills, there
were more rigorous net curtains. There were
some of all sorts, but at the same time nothing
could mask their meaning.

He wished that he could think of them as
places out of which was given healing and the
strength with which to continue, but he could
not think of them that way.   They were courts
in which sentence of death was doled out.
" I mav be some time," he told the chauffeur.
"Yes, sir."

He went into a Regency waiting-room; it was
furnished with beautiful chairs, and it had a wide
polished table on which lay magazines to suit
any taste. He did not want to read. He looked
at the oil-paintings on the walls. A shepherd boy
with a herd of sheep and the mist coming over
the far hills like a blue veil. A lake, very like one
he knew in Italy, where he had been very happy;
a ruined castle in the foreground, a sunset in the
background.

He thought that if ever he had the designing
of a doctor s waiting-room he would not make it
like this. Too impersonal. Too remote. Beauti-
ful, but with the beauty of a very haughty woman
who does not want to be loved.

He sat there for a quarter of an hour. He
supposed that, being late already, the doctor
thought that he was within his rights eking out
the tune.

Then the butler swung open the door.
**K you please, sir/*

They climbed a magnificent stairway with a
deep red carpet and an oriel window. There was